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Sometimes the fearching Mufe foou'd rake the Dutt 
Of Time, and purge Old Metals, from their Rutt. 


Cartwright on Ben. Johnfon. 
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The Muse, to the WRiteEeR: 4 Poem, from the French of Dubattas. 


” 

Carte was the April of my Life -. 

_ ‘When anxious to immortalize my Name, 
feafure and foft Repole I learnt to Shun; 


And lab’ring gpward,foughtthe Mounts of Fam. 


z. 
But, asa Traveller, in viewlefs Pizins, 

Stops, amid croff2z Roads, and doubts his Way ; 
Penfively fearchful, and #njwre, remains, 

Eager to journey on, yet loth to Srray: 

' 3- 

So ftopt, and fo unfix'd, I mark'd, around, | 

The flowry Paths, that led to Groves of Bays : 
But, paufing doubrful, long Confufioz found, | 


Which, beft to chu/e, of all thofe tempting Ways. 


4. 
One while, my Genius plan'd the glowing Scexz, 
, And from the Greciaz Source Example drew : 
Targht Pride to pity; Iertorance to mean ; 
And form’d the Mary, by the fuffering Fe. 
5. | 
Anon, Domeftie Difcord {netch'd my Pen ; 
My Counrry’s Woes I now afpir'd to feel : 
Erforic ‘Truths, and Wrongs of injur’d Men, 
impel!'d my Juftice, and inflam’d my Zeal. 
6. 
Then, finking fudden from the glorious Height, 
Low mercenary Praifes quench’d my Fire : 
Poorly a Flast’rer, I for Profir, write, 
And, to my Fortune, tune my tortur'd Lyre. 


7. 

Atlength, grown /azy, I by Love, was caught, 
And finding .4ze, and T2ffe, and Will, too fit, 

ln warm lights Sallies wanton Leffons raught, 
And to the Size of Cupid cropt my Wit. 


e 


: 
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8. 
While roving thus, uncenter’d and unftaid, 
I kk’d by Turns, and did by Turns refxfe, 
Sudden betore me a defcending Maid 
Confels’d the Shape of a coeleftial Mujfe. 


9. | 
All that we dream of Angels form’d her Air, 
Sweet was her Geffure, and her Step Divine : 
But, when fhe /poke, the wou'd have charm’d De/pair, 
And taught the Gloom of wither’d ge to /hine. 
IO. 
— from her Head afpir'da Starry Crowm, 
mmentely beaming it’s Effulgence round : 
An Azure Mantle flow’d obliquely down, 
And, bright with Lamps of Silver,fwept the Ground. 
) 11. 
Mortal, fhe cry’d, Uramia’s Face behold. 
Urania !—Mufe, ofall theheavenly Nine, 
Peit skill’d the Paths of —s to untold, 
And make the Poet, (like his Art) Divize. 
12. 
I through the dancing Numbers breathe a Sow, 
And, to the Sound of Reafox, tune Mankind : 
I teach true Pleatures fa'fe ones to controll, 
And warm the yielding Heart, to flamp the Mind. 
13. 
Mark me, and keep my Image long in Sight, 

And, whem departed to my ftarry Sphere, _ 
Strike this zew Harp, and from it, draw Delight, 
By Sounds, that /i/f ming Angels love to hear. 

14. | 
Long have I mourn’d my Sifter's [ullied Fame, 


By friendlefs Mirtd, or chearlefs Malice, ftain’d ; | 


Cramp'd by cold Flatteries that S/ite their Name, 
Or by wild Warmths of loofe Defire, prefan’d. 
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But, moft, I grieve that rebel Wafte of Wit, 
Which, boldly puthing it’s ixfernal Claim, 

With Darknefs, for fuch blind Prefumption fit, 
Turns it’s own Arms on HEAVEN, with impious 


16. ms 


LEARNT arethe vulgar Arts,—But, Poets draw 
From Heaven alone, the Girt, that wings their 

Not the beft Lights thatever Learning faw _[{ Fire: 
Cou’d living Verfe, by ftudied Strength, in(pire. 


17. 
Thence *tis, that HoMER, pow’rlefs, poor, and blind, 
Beggar himfelf, has taught even Kings to fhine: 
Buoy’d finking Heroes, by frefh Floods of Mizd, 
And ftretch’d the human Grafp,with Reach Divine. 


18. ' 


Thence ’tis, that Ov1p cou’d not {peak in Pro/e, 
ut wept in Meafure, and expir’d, in Ver/e : 
Thence, the Fefjaan Lyre to Mufic rofe, 
Which Seraphs, in their MaKER’s Ear, rehearfe. 


19. 
Read, meditate, reflect, grow wile,—ix vain ; 
Try every Help ; force Fire from every Spark : 
Yet, fhall you ne’er the Poet’s Power attain, 
If Heaven ne’er ftamp’d you with the Mu/fes Mark. 


20. 


Man muttbe, ovt of Man, fublimely {well’d, 
Whofe wrecklefs Verfe wou’d {wim,the Storms of 
By Force, not Fury, meaningly impell’d, = [Time : 
To fcortithe puny Proftitutes of Rhime. 
21. 


The Warmth of Fwry but Compaffion moves, 
And /ejs than Man makes Man, to Man, appear : 
But Warmth of Génius Man, from Man removes, 
And lifts his widening SoultoHEAVEN’shighSphere. 
22. 


Mark this, foft Fuut£.—When void of Vocal Wind, 
In tunelefs Silence refs the fleepmg Sound :, | 

Yet, when thus breath’d in, hark ! what Pow’r ’twill 
To waft the modulated Raptures round ! [ find 


23. oe 
So, till the whi/p’ring Godhead bids begin, 
The Poet’s filent Spirit ftands vz-bent : 


_ But when he feels th’ infpiring Power within, 
Tuneful,he /preads the Tranfports Heavex has lent. 


24. 
Since therefore All, that makes his Genius fhine 
Is Heaven’sownGift,—how dares heSubjec#s chufe 
Bafe, and unworthy of that Warmth Divine, 
And poorly woxious tothe paffive Mufe ? 


25. 
Why is his Pen employ’d on idle Themes ? 
Why is his Fancy light! ? his Purpofe ow ? 
Why does he wafte his Fire, in fruitlets Dreams ? 
And with a Tide of wantox Wifhes flow >? 


26. 


Why does he ftoop to praife wn-letrer'd Pride ? 

Why ctlebrate Defects, in Thofe who Rule ? 
Why does his Wit foft amorous Trains provide, 

And bid Love's Wild- Fire catch, from Foo! to Foo! ? 


p) 


27. 
Ah! ’tis too much, that He Himfelf has Crimes, 
Which, unrepented, ne’er unpunifh’d go : 
Why wou’d he /ezd his Guilt to diftant Times, 
And teach an u2-born Race to merit Woe ? 


28. 


As on the yielding Wax the Seal we find, 

Left in ftrong Likenefs, with imprinted Glow ; 
So does the Reader {teal the Poct’s Mind, 

And to the Bias lent, inclining go. 


29. 
Shame on your Pens, ye flexible of Heart! 
Whofe Poorze/s does not hurt yourfelves alone, 
But teaches Blockheads to defpife your Art ; 
Judg’d, by fal/e Patterus, you have lightly fhewn. 


30. 
Conf{cious of this, wou’d you but turn at laft, 
And bid true Genius, with true Luftre fhine, 
All wou’d, admiring, /ofe th’ Impreffion paft, 
And feel, and own you of a Stamp Divine. 


31. 
Then, as my Mofes his Jedovan fung, 
And IsraEL, wafted by the guardian Rod; 
Poets, from every kindling Country fprung, 
Shall, in a thoafand Tongues, #xcover Gon. 


32. a 


O, you, who wou’d the deathlefs Lavret win, 
No King’s vileBapGe, but Tizze’s all-reverenc’d 
High, as the Fountain, of your Verfe, begin ; (Crown! 
And, with the God you write for, fhare Renown. 
32. a's ae 
This isa Subjecf, that, out-ftretching Thought, 
Through Depths unfounded, Wits long Plummet 
There, by immentfe Effects, immenfely taught, [ draws: 
Pour out your {training Souls, and ¢/aim Appiaute. 


34 
There, and there only, find the Road to Fame, 
The hardieft Themes thenobleit Glory yield, 
On low /izht Subjects {corn to builda Name ; 
Bur, entring boldly, plow th’ eztroduex Field. 


35. 
Vainly fhall Evvy blaft your budding Praife, 
Malice and Hatred vainly prefs you down: 
Slow fhall you rile, indeed, but fure to blaxe, 
And, hourly broad’ ning, reach decreed Renown. 
36. 
Exvy’s a Curr, that atall STRANGERs barks, 
Bur, on the Kyown, and Licexs'd, creeps to fawa. 
Ir’shov ring Smoke hangs hard on kigdling Sparks; 
Bur, when the Fire burns up, “tis ftrait witharawn, 


37: 
On then, be mine, — Uraxia hears your Prayer, 
G'ows in your Breaft, and fans it’s gen’rous Flame : 
Write, tobe Read. — Be Times tocome your Care, 
And bloom, for ever fragrant, {till the fame, 
4Q 


5 UO. 
She faid: and breath’d ambrofial, o’er my Face: 
err ? a* , fe 12> 2 oe > . 
The circling Sweetnefs {well’d my ravith’d Mind. 
- _ : 
She rofe ; and lett me in an empty Space ; 
Bar lett her powerful I nflucnce {tiil behind. 


a 





Printed for T. Cooper, at the Globe in Pater-nofter Row : 
taken in. And where the former Numbers may be had 
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